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Skids wildly into zig-zag freedom
And tidy tailspin, the clerk knocks off
Abruptly, buttoning-up his coat.

And later, no doubt, you will see him
Nosing and sliding in orderly line
Into pin-lighted cinema, being led
Alertly to allotted seat of ease,
Relaxing with eyes like asterisks;
Or note him standing in stadium rind,
Eager for joy to be unconfined, the
Electric hare let loose to recapture
Its first fine careless rapture.

Even here at the day's convenient halt

And within its convolvulus ring

He has his own hugged track, his strangling string

Of ingrained act, his railed and ready ease;

And coiled in this roundabout and tail-chase

Of private scope and escape is ever

The spin of flesh on the spindle of bone

Concentring all, with its brute ambitions,

Its acute and terrible attritions.

But few look up to see or consider
This, the slack and screw of their happiness,
The economic claw, the heart's own flaw,
The ambient of mixed routine and rout;
Few look, except to the standing desk-date
(their only shoremark) that notes and notches
Time's indivisibly-flowing miles,
That recognizes the returning tide,
That remembers the arriving traveller.

New every morning through a thousand streets
Life siphons into offices, and worms